Chapter Seventy-five
GOLDEN LOTUS QUARRELS WITH THE
MOON LADY
Butterflies hover in couples among the flowers beside the
stream
South of the hills and west of the river*
The wind and the moon are distraught with love.
In the ancient palace
The beautiful woman is filled with discontent
Clouds and rain are in wild confusion.
She opens her fragrant mouth, and the words flow from her
lips
She presses her delicate cheeks in wild abandon.
Say not that the life of love is without substance
When one oriole has finished its song
Another takes up the melody.
G
OLDEN LOTUS met Hsi-nign at the corner door
and went with him to her room. He sat down on the bed.
"Why don't you undress?'* she said to him.
He smiled and kissed her. "I came to tell you I am going
somewhere else to-night. Please give me my love-instruments/'
"You rascal/' Golden Lotus said, "do you think you can
get round me with soft words like these? If I had not been
standing at the door, you would have been with her already.
You would never have come near me. I know. This morning
you arranged everything with that evil slut. That was why
she brought me the fur coat and kotowed to me. What do
you take me for? You won't get over me in that sort of way.
When the Lady of the Vase was alives I counted for nothing,
But that bird is no longer in the nest. I'm not going to make
the same mistake a second time."
"Rubbish!" Hsi-m£n Ch'ing said, laughing. "If she hadn't
come and kotowed to you, you would have had just as much
to say."
Golden Lotus was silent for a long time. "I will let you go,
but you shall not have the instruments," she said at last.
"You want to use them for your dirty work with that bad
bone. When you come back to me they will be filthy,"
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